air light, even father smiled, and I continued writing my letter.
From our kitchen table went letters into far corners of the world. The answers came with post-marks of Roumania and Hungary and Russia and England. By the time we began the study of geography in school I already knew from my letters the names of places about which our teachers told. London and Manchester and Chicago and New York and Boston were familiar names to mother and to father and to me. But to my mind all cities were alike. Those who replied to letters I wrote had, it appeared, the same troubles (no matter in which city or on which continent they lived) as had the neighbours next door to us, or on the floor above
us.
[43]er would smile a bit when she heard such talk, and her needle flew faster. But one day father was present. Though it [42]
